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SELF DEFENSE 


By R. I 


^JHERIFF BARNEY DANCER pushed 
open the swinging doors of The Red 
Diamond Casino and strode inside. The star 
on his vest sparked silver in the glint of the 
big, overhead oil lamps. 

Some of the cowpunchers, lounging away 
an idle hour in the place, looked up and grin¬ 
ned, with a “Howdy, Sheriff!” or “Hi ya, 
Barney?” Some of the other men glanced at 
the lawman quickly, then turned away. 

“Where’s Graham?” The sheriff’s clipped 
question was addressed to Sam, the bartender. 

“In back,” said Sam, nodding toward a rear 

Sheriff Dancer threaded his way between 
tables to the door on which was lettered 
“Private Office.” He knocked, at the same 
time saying, “Graham, I want to talk to you.” 

“Come in, Sheriff. The door’s unlocked.” 
The voice was oily in its mock welcome. 

Graham, a swarthy man with slick black 
hair and a waxed mustache, was seated behind 
his desk. He did not rise or offer to shake 
hands as the lawman entered. “Sit down, Sher¬ 
iff,” he suggested. “What can I do for you?” 

“Tell me where I can find the Canyon Kid.” 

“Well, now, I’m not sure I can help you, 
Sheriff. What’s he wanted for?” 

“Murder!” 

Graham sat back in his chair and pressed 
the tips of his fingers together. It was several 
seconds before he spoke. “That’s a harsh word, 
Sheriff. It’s possible the Canyon Kid did kill 
someone, I won’t argue about that. But if he 
did, it must have been in self-defense.” 

“Self-defense!” Barney Dancer put great 
sarcasm into the two words. “The Kid shot 
Will Plumber in the back ” 

Graham was no longer smiling. “Let’s not 
misunderstand each other, Sheriff. The Canyon 



y of your t 
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Kid is one of my employes. He’s a valuable 
man and I don’t want anything to happen to 
him. Now when I tell you he did the shooting 
in self-defense, that’s exactly what he did. 
It’s no concern of the law. I don’t want him 
bothered by you or 
deputies. Get me?” 

Sheriff Barney Dancer rose slowly. His jaw 
was set, his face almost expressionless. With 
great difficulty he masked the seething, burn¬ 
ing anger within himself. 

As he opened the door he said, “You’re the 
boss,” and walked out. Graham watched his 
departing figure and smiled with satisfaction. 

Soon afterward, the lawman was in the office 
of Mayor Caldwell. He wasted no time on 
preliminaries. “Mr. Mayor, Graham tells me 
I’m to keep my hands off that murderer, the 
Canyon Kid.” 

Mayor Caldwell, a fat man with a double 
chin, did not face the sheriff but pretended 
to be busy lighting a cigar as he replied, “Well, 
Barney, it never pays to be too hasty, does 

Canyon Kid did that shooting in self-defense. 
So the matter is no concern of the law at all. 
You just forget about it and everything will 
work out all right. Have a cigar.” 

Barney Dancer ignored the stogie. As he 
spoke, his hands were working at something 
on his chest. “A month ago you sent for me, 
Mr. Mayor, to come to this town and main¬ 
tain law and order. You said you needed a 
strong man and a sure shot. You said the bad 
element had to be kept in line. I see now that 
was all window dressing. You wanted a play¬ 
acting sheriff to keep the good citizens from 
rising up in arms. You are the bad element 
yourself, Mr. Mayor. You and your boss, Gra¬ 
ham! Here!” 

(Continued on inside back cover) 
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READ IT HYAR AND MAKE SURE I 
SEES YUH TALKING TO ME.' NO C 
MUST SUSPECT WE KNOW —, 
EACH OTHER' , ' 
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0Mb 

ISsm 


HE’S GONE—UNLE! 
HE JUSTSTEPPEP 
OUTSIDE FOR THE 
INTERMISSION ' 


DID I SAY IT SOUNDED OMINOUS; 
THAT HOMBRE SITTING' NEXT TO 
ME MISTOOK ME FOR SOME HIRE! 
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WHOA, RUSH! THfS IS THE PLACE 

WE’RE LOOKING FOR.' THERE’S * 
BARD PRESSTON’S NAME RIGHT > 
r ON THE WINDOW.' 


> 1 MOPE TO KEEP you 
FROM GETTING V 
MURDERED/X, 


DO FOR YOU J 
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rr } s obvious then that)now the 

THE TICKET YUH FOUND/ THING 
MUST HAVE BEENSEHT J FOR YOU 
TO THE HIRED KILLER < TO DO IS 
SO THAT INSTRUCTIONS J TO TRY TO 
FER KILLING ME ^ THINK WHO 


TO KILL YOU 




^OUTiflW TO 

f W0H 


/saESS®s» J 


THESE HEADLINES MAKE IT OBVIOUS WHY SLADE MORGAN ^ j 

would want you OUT of the way.' if he is the J/ I 

HOMSRE WHO’S BEHIND THAT MURDER NOTE, I 

THEN IT MUST HAVE BEEN ONE Or HIS HENCHMEN J 

WHO PASSED IT ON TO ME / HAVE YOU ANY r——-— X IT MOST ) 

S' 3-' •- -Av= SEES E ~r:R ^ 

HAYE BEEN ? ■— 7 — TAD SfiLLO OR BOCK WALLEY/ 

( THEY’RE MORGAN’S TWO_^ 

w9BPUI^' —lr-ght hand men'/^ 
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THE BOSS SAW IT, TAP.' ^ 

PRESSTON IS SURELOOKING 


; FALLS GAZETTE■ 


SOME OF THOSE HOMBRES ' 
| WE FLEECED WHILE PLAY-> 
. INS-HYAR HAVE BEEN < 
READIHG THE LATESTCOPY 


QUICK) GET THOSE ) I SUGGEST 
FEW CUSTOMERS J WE REMOVE 
OUTOF HYAR AND S. ALL THE 
LOCK UP THE PLACE.' \ CROOKED 
WE’VE GOT A FORTUNE WHEELS AN 
IN EQUIPMENT HYAR'/ MARKED 
WE CAN’T A FFORD^/C ARDS WHILI 


THE ONLY TROUBLE? IS ) I RECKON^ 

OUR HANDS ARE TlgO.V YD’Rg RIGHT, 
IF WE TRIED TO STOP f SLADE, BUT . 
PRESSTON,THE LAW J THAR’S ONE 


GOTTA DO AND 
PTHAT’SapSr, 


YUH’LL HAVE TO THINK OF ) 
SOME WAY TO TAKE CARE J 
. OF PRESSTON' BUT I M 
I RECKON RIGHT NOW \ 
^ WE’D BETTER LOCK UP 
AND GUARD ALL THE 
I WINDOWS TO MAKE J 
'v SURE NONE OF < 


BUT AS LONG AS HE KEEPS W 
ARTICLES ABOUT THIS BEING 
CROOKED GAMBLING CASINO, 
MOST OF OUR CUSTOMERS 
ARE AFRAID TO COME 


TRAT STUFF OUT OF CONCERN ) F 
FER THE FOLKS, IT WOULD BE 
ONE THING.' BUT HE’S NOTHING 
BUT A BLACKMAILING HYPOCRITE.' 

HE TOLD ME HE INTENDS TOGO ^ 
RIGHT ON PRINTING THOSE ARTICLES 
ABOUT THIS BEING A CROOKED 
GAMBLING CASINO UNTIL I CUT .g® 
HIM IN FER HALF 
wTHE PROFITS 
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)nDASLASH LaRUE CROSSES IRE STREET FROM \ 
GAZETTE OFFICE TO THE GAMBLING CASINO... 


IS STURDY, J 
THIS SHOULD 


juTAS THE AOWNG MARSHAL CLIMBS THROUGH ■ 


' SHOULD BE AN 
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(GROAN!) I NEVEfO MUST BE ONE OF THOSE 

W HIM BEFOflE/^TROUBLE-MAKING JASPERS.' 
feggg«iL ^^gkc’MON, LET ’ S GET H,M i^ 


»WHAT’S *- 
?E I DON’T : 


>H, HERE’S ONE 
I’T EVEN NOT/C 
BEFORE.' 
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) LOOK H/AR^yUW HOM0RE5 
' ARE MAKING A BIG MISTAKE.' 
) NO ONE HAS EVER PROVED ^ 
THAT SLADE MORGAN'S *\ 
BEEN RUNNING A CROOKED ) H 
r GAMBLING ^SINO/^rt^ ( 


I DON’T LIKE THE SOUND OP THE 
WORD ^HENGHMEHj'kA A RSH A L , 


OTHER HELPERS 
besides^these ^ 
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I HAD TO COME ! VUH SEE I LOST y f MY HELPER, CLEM HOPPER, 
THAT DANGBLASTED OPRY HOUSE MUST BE WONDERING- < 

TICKET YUH SENT ME, AND I COULDN’T) WHAT HAPPENED TO YUH/ 
THINK OF ANY OTHER WAY TO FIND ^ HE HAD THE SEAT NEXT < 
OUT WHAT I HAVE TO DO TO EARN 7 TO YUH IN THE THEATRE AND 
THAT FIVE THOUSAND .DOLLARS! V WAS SUPPOSED TO WAIT THAR 
UNTIL YUH SHOWED UP TO GIVE 

ABEraBC&T*’ 1 yuh the note.' we’d better yf 

^IW GOIN s| DE WHAR WE 


THAT’S NO CONCERN 
OF YOURS,CUDD DIXOI 
AS I WROTE TO YUH II 
THE NOTE, THAR’S FIV 
THOUSAND DOLLARS 


HOW DO I 
COLLECT < 
AFTER I ^ 


ME COLLECT A BAD 
DEBT/ AND EVEN KILL- 
► ING YUH FER NON¬ 
PAYMENT WOULDN’T 
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YES' BUTCUwA (GULPS') IF H 

DIXON LOST HIS ) READS THAT 
TICKET TO THE J NOTE, I R ECKOI 
OPERA HOUSE> HE’LL TAKE IT 
WHOEVER 5AT IN j RIGHT TO THE 
THAT SEAT NEXT 4 SHERIFF 
TO YORES MUST 




TO MAKE MATTERS EVL'N WORSE* 
CUSD DIXON IS ON HIS WAT TO . 
THE GAZETTE OFFICE WOW .'AND 
IF THAT STRANGER DID TURN THE 

Note over to the sheriff, 

THAR’S A GOOD CHANCE THAT ) \ 
PRESSTON’S NEWSPAPER J 
OFFICE IS BEING GUARDED.' f 


’ HYAR, CLEM.' I’LL GO.' IF THAT 
'UH GAVE THE MOTE TO SHOULD 
HE’D POINT YUH OUT TO THE < 
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LOOK, A I'LL HIDE BEHIND THIS 
STRANGER'S ] TABLE UNTIL YOU SEE 
COM ING IN, J WHO IT IS IF IT SHOULD 

^_ABLE TO CATCH HIM r 


GULP.') I'M TOO LATE/ 
DIXON'S ALREADY AT THE 
NEWSPAPER OFFICE 1 ^ 


THE STORE. 


C GULP') 
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JUST STEP ON HIS HANDS f 
LL MAKE HIM LET GO/j-' 


(GULP!) i 
"T SLIPPED.' 


\ack at tub office of the 

* APACHE FALLS GAZETTE** 


TO DO WOULD BETC 
INTO HIDING UNTIL ; 
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VACHMAHS 


low I’D YI’M GOING TO 
TALK, A MAKE SURE, 


SADDLE, AND HEAD YORE HORSE ^ 
TOWARDS TOWNIF THAT STRANGER 
YUH GAVE THAT NOTE TO SHOULD ^ 
HAPPEN TO RECOGNIZE YUH, THE X 
SHERIFF WILL REALIZE THAR’S NO j 
ONE LEFT TO REVEAL MY IDENTITY / 
AND MAYBE HE’LL FORGET 
^ABOUT THIS CASE.' 


HOMBRE^ WHO K FELL T OFF T THE^WATER 
TANK WHEN THE SHERIFF BROUGHT 
HIM INTO TOWN'THIS WAS HIS 
ROOM ALL RIGHT, MR. LaRUE»/ S 
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WHOfii 


RBCMON WE’RE ! 


THE trouble 6 HE WORKED FER f DIDN’T KE WORK 
EVERYBODY IN TOWN.' HE DIP ODD I FDR ANYONE IN 
JOBS FER ANYONE WHO WANTED A PARTICULAR? i 
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BUT I WK’T DARE TEU THAT 
R0VM6 MARSHAL BECAUSE IF HE < 
LOCKED UP KAiDOEES AMD HADDEES . 
TOLD MM WHT K£ *¥*fT£P ME s' 
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I FRONT 


HOMBRE WHO FELL OFF THE 
WATER TOWER.' IF THE OTHER 
HALF OF THESE BILLS WERE > 
HYARjTHEV’D add UP TO 


(the deeper 

I GET INTO 
HE FURTHER 


PRESSTON J I THOUGHT I TOLD 
YOU TO STAY OUT OF SIGHT 


JCH LONGER TO LIVE, 
LISTEN TO ME AND 
N*T INTERRUPT.' d 
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HADPEES/ TOM HADDEE5, THE QW 
OF THE DOUBLE XX. RANCH/ WHEN 

I DISCOVERED PROOF THAT rrtM 
HE HAP ROBBED THE 
BANK AT TULSA TEN \ 

YEARS AGO, AND I’VE ] 




BEEN BLACKMAILING . 
HIM EVER SINCE/V> 


*HORTLY AFTER* 


=N THE DOCTOR GETS HERE,SHERIFF, YOU CAN 5AV 
I SOMETIME IF YOU TELL. HIM THAT THE BULLET 
MS TO HAVE GONE THROUGH PRESSTON’S NECK 
>N ANGLE OF ABOUT 75 DEGREES/ j r ""Tp 


THAT WAS A MIGHTY INTERESTING^ 
STORY YUH TOLD ME, MARSHAL, J. 
BUT IF I DENY IT, AND I DO, 

HOW COULD YUH POSSIBLY JjPP 

PROVE I HAD ANYTHING 

TO DO WITH SENDING 

FER THAT OUT-OF-TOWN MW 


JUSTASYUHSAY, MARSHAL J 


UP PERFECTLY WITH THESE OTHER RIPPED ' 

THE SHERIFF FOUND IN THE HIRED ^ 
ICKET/IF YOU WEREN’T TIED UP WITH ^ 
IM, HOW DO YOU ACCOUNT FOR HAVING 1 
- HALF THE BILLS AND HIS. J 
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KILLER NAMED CUDD DIXON TO SET RI.D 
OF HIM.' BUT WHEN THE STUPID FOOL , 
LOST A TICKET T 0 THE OPRY HOUSE J 
WHICH I SENT TO HIM, EVERY- 

■gt thins went wrong 


NOTHING THE DOCTOR COULD DO 
FER PRES5T0N, LASH.'HE DIED A 
FEW MINUTES AFTER YUH LEFT ' 
BUT IF HAPDEES WASN’T 
RESPONSIBLE FER HIS 


SOMEBODY OR OTHER EVER S 
THAT MONEY BROUGHT ME 
NOTHING BUT MISERY 


SETTLE THAT 
* BUSINESS 
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NOT EXACTLY/1 CAME TO WHAT KIND OP NONSENOr 
LOCK THE THREE OF YOU UP J IS THIS, LARUE? YUH KNOW 
FOR KILLING BARD >4 YDRESELF WE HAVEN’T A 
far PRE55T0N / Mfp C BUDGED OUt OF THIS « 

Bum ■ ■ iT^yl ■'' ; casino all day/^B 


...and IF YOU ASK ME, 
1*0 SAY IT WAS SHOT 
FROM THAT VERY 3-^ 
■gf WINDOW . 1 ^ 


IF SOMEONE IN THE CROWD DIO ^ 

SHOOT HIM AS HE WA5 LEAVING HIS 
OFFICE. THE BULLET WOULD HAVE < 
GONE IKITO HIS NECK ON A STRAIGHT 
LINE/ BUT THE SHOT THAT FELLEDv 
HIM WA5 FIRED AT AN ANGLE OF ") 
ABOUT IS DEGREES / IT COULD J 


, BUT YOU FORGOT 


ONE ANGLE, AND THAI 
ANGLE OF THE SHOT 1 
FELLED PRESSTON J 


7UTASLASH REACHES FOR 
' SLADE MORGAN'S BLACK - 


MY SIX-SHOOTER, 
► LAWDOG.YUH’LL 
HAVE TO TaHEIT 
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REMEMBER, WE SURRENDEREE" 
NOW IT'S UP TO YUH TO SET US 
THROUGH THAT MOB 
-, SAFELY/"; 


'(GULP!) THAR’S NO ONE" 

HYARHE JUST PULLED A 


IF YUH TWO WEREN’T 
SO YELLOW, WE WOULD 
HAVE BEEN ON OUR WAY 
OUT OF HYAR BY NOW/ 


BUT ONLY TAD DID THE 
SHOOTING, LARUE /j^ 


YUH HEARD H 
• MARSHAL/ 
CONFESSED I 
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f -TPOUBLEP 


A PEW QMS LATER— j~ ' 


WONPERFUL FER MICE AMP IT 
PlPNT CATCH A SINGLE MOUSE 
IN ALL THE PAVS Jssr -— —^ 


HOWPY, VVAGON^, 


A HARD-HEARTEP 

FELLOW 
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vusry 


intend 


yUH NEEP TO GET ALONG 
~ A CHICKEN ANP A 600 1 


LITTLE 


C6MP)l!/ 


/§ a urrce) (QW?)& 
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!EN'T Tow, r JUST 

THE WENT OUT 
OW? 1 FEK LUNCH.' 


(GASP)!!/ 


(GASP/) WHAT? 


LEAST 


PON'T EAT IN VOfZ E 
OWN KESTAUKANT? 
























LASH LaRUE WESTERN 



(<SA6P)///, 


so wro ereecr 

Jr i/MT/t 7WM/jk 


... am /f yor tf ye 
AfrezyweAr J (Q&pyjt 
/r'$ a y-r v J ' 
M/6ACL6/ Z?^ 


REALLY SAP/ 
> ANYWAY, A 
r HAVE TO ^ 
SET SACK 


E KITCHEN HAS 
ENTRANCE AT 


EAH ? LET ME SEE 
THE PLACE LOOKS 


COINS, FUSTY' 


LIKE / 


COMPANY'. 
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I? $AV, SOMETHING 7 ! 
NOCKINGJNSIPE 


I PON'T KNOW / I ^ 

PLi/CHGP P CtttCKev 

avp pvt tr w tp/s 

M0#WS/3 m (Q\)LP!) A 


/6V BN- J)| 

\ WHAT / $"'^ 
/KNOCKING? 


HAP THE CHICKEN 
R0ASTEP gy ' 


(SA 5 P)///J 


CUSTOMERS 


(SIGH/) - X RECKON THAT'S^ 

AgOUT THE SHORTEST i 
CAKEE^ ANy WOMgRE * 
EVER HAP/ WELL, ANVWAy, 
if AMygopy SHOULP r 


WHAT? NOT KEAPy/ 

(GRKK.O MAygE THE 
CHICKEN ISN'T KOASTE 


COOKING, 


ANSWER v 
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SELF DEFENSE 

(Continued from inside front cover) 

With the last word, Dancer flipped his 
sheriff badge to the mayor, turned, and stalked 

Mayor Caldwell lost no time in getting to 
Graham’s office which he entered through a 
door at the rear of the Red Diamond Casino. 
This was a door habitually kept locked and 
which Graham would open only on hearing 
a secret code knock: Tap, tap . . . tap, tap, 
tap . . . tap. 

He was breathless from his hurried journey 
and for a moment could only nod to Graham 
and to the Canyon Kid, a lean, angular man 
who lounged in the extra chair smoking a 
bent cigarette. 

“Well, Mr. Mayor, what’s up?” asked Gra¬ 
ham, accenting the phrase “Mr. Mayor” with 
considerable sarcasm. 

“He’s quit,” panted Caldwell. “Sheriff turned 

“Just as well,” grunted Graham. “Never did 
like that hombre. He was one of those men 
who can’t be bought or scared. You made a 
mistake to hire- him in the first place.” 

“Well, we had to have somebody,” whined 
Caldwell. “We’ve got to pretend to maintain 
law and order here or the good citizens are 
liable to throw me right out of office.” 

“That would be a great loss,” sneered the 
Canyon Kid. 

Red faced, the mayor faced the killer. “Why 
in blazes did you have to shoot Will Plumber 
in the back, you stupid fool? That was too 
raw for anybody to regard as self-defense.” 

“Will Plumber was quick on the draw,” re¬ 
sponded the Kid. “I didn’t want to take a 
chance of getting myself killed. My orders 
were to gun him down and that’s what I did.” 

“Well, you could’ve . . .” 

“Cut it out,” snapped Graham. “No reason 
.for you two to start quarreling. Snoopy Will 
Plumber was finding out too much about us 
and we had to get rid of him. We did it! 


That’s that! And now we have also got rid 
of our too noble sheriff. I say it has all worked 
out for the best.” 

A knock was heard at the door: Tap, tap . . . 
t^p, tap, tap . . . tap. 

“That’s the signal. Must be one of the boys. 
Unlock the door, Mr. Mayor,” said Graham. 

Caldwell turned the key, then fell back as 
the door was kicked roughly open and Barney 
Dancer entered, a gun in each fist. 

“Raise ’em!” he said, as he shouldered the 
door shut behind him. 

The three others raised their hands. Cald¬ 
well’s fingers were quivering and the Canyon 
Kid had turned a shade paler. Only Graham 
seemed calm and poised as he inquired, “Is 
this a stickup?” 

“This is an arrest,” responded Barney. He 
nodded toward the Kid. “Him for murder and 
you two as accomplices. We’ll dig up some 
more charges against you while you’re cooling 
your heels in Territory Prison. Luckily I 
played my hunch and followed the mayor 
here. I heard him give the code knock and 
it was easy for me to repeat it after I had 
listened at the door and got enough testimony 
to convict all three of you.” 

Mayor Caldwell’s whining voice rose a little 
higher as he whimpered, “You can’t touch 
me. I didn’t want them to commit murder. 
I only wanted . . .” 

“Shut up!’ snapped Caldwell. “This hombre 
is only trying to bluff us. Remember, he’s not 
a lawman any more. He can’t arrest us. ’ 

ARE slightly wrong about that,” 
drawled Barney Dancer. “It’s true, I 
resigned as sheriff, but I happen to be also a 
United States Marshal on special assignment 
just to clean up this town.” 

“Prove it!” snarled Graham. 

“I’ll do that,” agreed Barney. “I’ll show 
you my badge and my papers—right after I 
snap the handcuffs on!” 


THE END 







